DAYS WITHOUT END
Father Baird, John and Loving are discovered*
The priest is sitting on the chaise-longue^ John in the
chair at front of table> Loving in the chair at left of
table. Father Baird sits in the same attitude as he had
in the previous sceney his eyes on the floor^his expression
sad and a lit stern. Loving's masked face stares at
Jokny his eyes cold and still. John is talking in a
strained tone> monotonously, insistently. It is as if he
were determinedly talking to keep himself from thinking.
john. I listen to people talking about this
universal breakdown we are in and I marvel at their
stupid cowardice. It is so obvious that they deliberately
cheat themselves because their fear of change won't let
them face the truth. They don't want to understand
what has happened to them. All they want is to start
the merry-go-round of blind greed all over again. They
no longer know what they want this country to be, what
they want it to become, where they want it to go. It has
lost all meaning for them except as a pig-wallow. And
so their lives as citizens have no beginnings, no ends.
They have lost the ideal of the Land of the Free. Free-
dom demands initiative, courage, the need to decide
what life must mean to oneself. To them, that is
terror. They explain away their spiritual cowardice by
whining that the time for individualism is past, when
it is their courage to possess their own souls which is
dead—and stinking ! No, they don't want to be free.
Slavery means security—of a kind, the only kind they
have courage for. It means they need not think. They
have only to obey orders from owners who are, in turn,
their slaves !
loving (breaks in—with bored scorn). But I'm de-
nouncing from my old soap-box again. It's all silly
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